be , Fg. 
Juvenile Essays 


IN POETRY. 


WE IT — Sinn 
2 ee 4: FP 


„ | 
1 enn | 


4 - 
>>, 7 ——— „ Ip CT ET; © W N 


82K 


« I] lisp'd in numbers, for the numbers came. 


- 
0 + 
* » 
* . 
a . — — nie tore, ST TB : 


* 


—— - 


3 


| S le, Printer, Barnstaple. | | | 
r | i 

L. B. SEELEY, NO: 56, PATER NOSTER ROW, oh 2 
V | — 

J. OWEN, PICCADILLY, _ 1 
LONDON. | i 


. I dad. ax. Bl 


* 
8 
* 


5 


L itt ] 


PREFACE. 


—_——A 


9 


„ 


PLACED by the hand of Providence at an hum- 
ble distance from the Great, with no merit to 
plead, no patronage to ensure succels, I have taken 
up the pen, with a boldneſs which neceſsity alone 
could inspire, to contribute to the better support 
of a precarious existence. If to some it may ap- 


pear, that with vagrant or with impious step I have 


intruded on Parnaſsian meads, and woo'd with vain 
audacity the Nine; that with waxen wing I have 
attempted a flight too lofty, disappointment will 
teach me wisdom and humility, and I drop sub- 
miſsive into the ocean of oblivion. If, on the 
contrary, there be found of milder cast, who, 
weighing the inability of early youth, and the in- 
conveniences of a confined situation, will deign to 

lend an aſsisting hand to the feeble efforts, and 
pardon the foibles, of immaturity---let them 
receive my cordial thanks, my artleſs acknow- 
ledgment, and be aſsured my gratitude will ever 


keep in view the ray which Wee the insufficiency 
of the line. 
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THE, 


CONSOLA TION OF GENIUS. 


Full many a gem of purest ray serene, 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear, 
Full many a flow'r is born to blush unseen, 


And waste it's sweetneſs on the desert air. GRAY. 


renne 
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V\ HERE Taw majestic rolls his bring pride, 
erulean to his source, I punctual stray d; 
Along his banks I woo'd the whisp'ring breeze; 
ve o'er the vale her darkling mantle spread 
Of dusky tint; the welkin lower'd deep, 
dave the faint glimm'rings of the pale-ey'd west, 
r distant taper trembling on the wave. | 
rief dew'd my cheek, and all my bosom heav d 
ith palpitating throb; morose Despair | 
Dash'd on the ground the salutary cup 
ontentment offer'd to the sickly lip, _ 
And thus grief languiſn d from my woe tun'd tongue, 
What tumults oft await the soul refin'd 
dy education, but by wealth unblest, 1 10 
hen worth forlorn hies to the squalled cot, 
And unbefriended dies! Ah mel condemn'd 
he wintry chill of indigence to feel, X 
hose bloſsom withers with the breath of care, 
And checks the embryo promise of my youth; 
Vhose bread is bitterneſs, whose drink is woe! 


Of dim-eyed Melancholy, vigils keep, 


71 ENIL] xs. 
What pan gs reverbef 210” my thrilling heart, 
In quick vibration, r keen! 

For me no breast, with -gen'rous tender fraught 
Of kinder service, calls me to reward, 

Unfolds the wish, and cries I am thy friend; 
No fost'ring hand to kinder soll transplants 
My infant bud: ah no! I weep unwept; 
Neglect my portion, indigence my lot! 

As if my lyre ne'er tun'd th' impaſsion'd string. 
Nor. melted at ariother's woe; as if 

My niggard hand to honest want ne er dealt 
The charitable mite! 

While others to domestic solace haste, 
Or on the couch where Morpheus waves his wai 
Drink sweet Oblivion's wave, I only pour 

The lamentable moan, and at the shrine 


In punctual aſsignation to my woe! 
But wherefore this, good heav n? is it of fate 
That he, who form'd of gen'rous, milder oldy, - 
By genius moulder'd to the fineſt touch, 
Should chief be doom'd to feel the rending pan 
. Of love unheeded, or the grasp of want? 
Or must it be, that he who sweeps the lyre, 
By Muses favour'd high, must hand in hand 
With penury move on in humble vale, 
VUnheeded and unknown? thus Sorrow gigh'd; 
When sudden to the visionary view, 
Genius majestic rose: fair was his form, 
And looking pensive cofitemplation round; 
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eart, MI'win'd on his brow' the circling laurel beam'd, 
n conscious victory; and thus he spoke 
ght Despondent youth, why thus complain? why beats 
Thy plaintive heart? fear not not every door 
Dutbars the imploring wretch ; not every heart 
s steel'd to Virtue's cry; no, in each age 
\ blest Mæcenas shall arise, at once 
he Poet's patron and the Poet's friend. 
ing, hine is a CHICHESTERT, Whose generous soul, 
ide and redreſsive, listens to the tale 
Which Sorrow tells, in harmony of oe; 
From him th' exhaustleſs stream of kindneſs flows 
Munificent;'for him the thankful tear, 
Congenial starting to th' exulting throb, 
Beams lively. gratitude; for him the wis 
Continual mounts, and eager storms the sk © 
For bleſsings on his head: here Merit hastes, 
As the scar'd infant to maternal breast, 
e And in the sunshine of his favour basks. f 
y, Hence solid Grandeur wafts his 3 fame, 
Renown upholds him on her eagle wings 
And seats him on the adamantine throne 2 
Of Immortality's eternal base. | | 
Thine too an INcLEDoN?, firm, yet humane, 
Where Misery e'er the eee finds 
Of prodigal relief; 


* CHARLES CHICHESTER, Es. of Hall, i in the 1 
+Bz NJAMIN INCLEDON, Esq. of Pilton House.—He died, sincerely 
regretted, on the yth of August, 1796, having been Recorder of Barnstaple 
nearly forty years; but which office he resigned a short time previous to 
his decease, and his Son, Roszart NzwrToN er YN; 29 was 


unanimously chosen his succeſsor. 


* 


Worth meets reward, and Merit hails redrefs.” 


And left me to the. Nen Of $06 . 


Rejoicing comes, in streaming glory clad, 


Of deep ning - waſtes, and 8oftly-swelling hills, Tt. 
And whitst the halesome Morn steals — 
In orient beauty, dash the trembling drop 
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For whom stern Justice pois'd her equal wales,| 
And for eight lagtrums dealt impartial law, 
Unwarp'd by prejudice or party zel. 
Or he, the worTHyY Son, of soul deniiin;: 
Who now aſsumes the equitable ale, 

With all the virtues of his Site rever'd, 
With all the promise of parental fame. 
Thy patrons, thy Mwcenas' these: with them 


He ceas'd; while from his eye sweet comfort beam 
Refulgent on my breast: my heart danod joy, 
And bounding hope in every vein beat high; 
Then sudden vanish'd to the ravish'd _ 
He sought the regions of cetestial day, 
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Now bas Kare Shed ne sweets df SFO 
Gay smiling from the chambers of the East, 
And ting d the mountains with her golden ray: 
E'en Phoebus in his ear of majesty 


And far wifolds' the rural prospe& wide: | 
Haste let me tread elate the verdant n 
of 1 meats; of fuir Elysian plains, 
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rom the fresh hedge, and taste the fragrant men 
Df hay, or dairy, odoriferous borne 

Dn zephyr's wing, beyond the spicy breath 

Arabia boasts, or Ind prolific wafts 

In aromatic gales: these are thy sweets, 

P Barnstaple! thy nobler eſsence! thine 

X spot as fair as decks fair Nature's lap. | 
Dear native scenes! here let me draw profuse 
h' exhilarating soul of life: where bliſs 

n sweet simplicity trips her gay round, 

And spins each hour in guileleſs innocence; 
Vhere the eye roves from hill to painted dale, 
dests on the foliage of the sloping wood, 

Traces the mazy errors of the rill, 

inding it's silv'ry source thro' burnish'd fields; 
here to the tremulous breeze, bright Ceres waves 
er yellow locks, and rich Pomona bends 

The groaning orchard of unbounded blush; 

here Fancy riots in luxuriance, and 
magination, fully sated, rests. a 

e lovely nymphs that in the lucid wave 

Of gentle Tau sport with unceasing joy, 

e Naiades all, who in theſe bliſsful plains 
nspir'd thy Gay to tune the sylvan reed, 

Now fire my soul to true poetic glow, | 

o sound in equal strains thy happineſs, 

x ) Barnstaple: for worthy statesmen blest, 

id patriots steady in their country's cause. 

\ gen'rous TIP PET TS“ thine, whose lib'ral hand 
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Outstreteh'd benevolent, with fost'ring care, 
To ease the iron grasp of Poverty, 

To soothe the bitter sting of Indigence, 
Bids Misery's repining sons rejoice, 

And draws the artleſs wish of Gratitude. 
How sweet the tear of Fhankfulneſs! 
Mark how it trickles from the sallow cheek: 


Of Wretchedneſs, bleſsing each wore which 
He bounteous gives! 


Yes, I have drank of bis replenish' a cup. 
And will his praise rehearse. Tho' weak the son 
Of unexperienc'd! youth, crush'd by the storm | 
Of cheerleſs poverty, yet will I pour | 
The e N wa the — heart. 
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_EPIGRAM. of 


| Grave nk why has VAL were: 
Why all that vigilance and care, 
To shield thy damsel's willing heart, 
From wanton Cupid's certain dart? 
Weak eyes thou hast, and only two, - 
Argus an hundred had, and true, 
Yet Cupid could victorious, prove, 
And taught the maid; at length to love. 


— . ‚— 
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TO PEACE. 
— 
IND Peace. to every nation dear, 
Among the fairest deities most fair; 
hl how thy tartlive, linig'ring stdy, | 
Wl orments my eager sdul with slow delay. 
ust 1, — 1 no more behold 
ith thee revive the cheering age of gold? 
ill ne'er thy brilliant heav'nly ra 
Dispel this gloom and give the shine of day? 
Ohl how I fear lest length of years - | 
Pnow on my aged head it's silver hairs, 
re towns again with wealth abound. 
And hateful foes the peaceful toast resound; 
re I behold the rural plain 
ith flocks res ponsive to the F train. 
Let every weapon form'd for gore, 
he cannon, sword, and gun, be nam d no more! 
Let regal, ministerial pride, 
Be buried deep beneath the briny tide! 
Thou abſent, scarce the fruitful plain 
Repays the industrious labours of the Swain; 
Thou present, een the barren rock 
With plenty filts the sleeping labourer's N 
Dear to the Muſes, to the forum dear, 
They feel thy influence, and thy bounties share; 
Thou too the merchant's swelling sail, 
His skilful pilot, and his prosp'rous gale; 


| 
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Both haughty rich and lab'ring poor 

| Bow at thy name, and at thy shrine adore; 
| To nations liberty and wealth, 

j With all the bleſsings that attend on health; 
| Their safety, literature, and ease, 

The tie connubial, and the num'rous race. 
Wil At thy approach grim Mars in haste 
| | Retires abash'd, and with him flies, the blast 

| 
| 


. Of brazen trump, the dying groan, 

li Fire, slaughter, terror, and the _ moan; 

| The piercing shriek of injur'd maid, 

| The widow's wail, in sable garb array'd. 

Bil No more the braying of alarms. 

| | Calls furious nations to the din of arms; 

19 No more the youthful husband tears 
i From weeping bride, foreboding empty fears, 

_ - Oh! when ſhall I behold once more |] 

| Tranquillity beam on the dreary ſhore - 

When num'rous ſhields of ardent hosts 

| In peaceful order hang on lofty posts; 

1 With thick'ning, silent dust o'erlaid, ; 

And waving lines of spider grim o'erspread; 

With flaming swords and pointed spear, 

1 Be metamorphos'd to the brighter share? 

i All-bounteous goddeſs! by what name 

| Shall I addreſs thee, and thy worth proclaim ? 

4 What tuneful song, what noble lays 

| Can sound, with just renown, thy worthy ir 

| Oh! here thy brilliant car display, | 

| And cheer us with thy night-dispeling ray! 


— 


an, 
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THE ENVIOUS ROSE, | 


ON MyRra's breast, the other day, 
Where beauty sports in amorous play, 

A rose enjoy'd the envied place, 
With fading charms and drooping grace; 
Methought I heard it thus complain, 
And echo round the piteous strain— 
„Alas, how hard my fate! how soon 

The fairest charm of life is gone! 


Late in my robes, of best array, 


I shone the loveliest child of May, 

Queen of the garden's boasted hue, 

Unrivall'd all the floral crew: 

But now, alas! I feel my doom 

Nipt in the pride of op'ning bloom, | 
And, ah, sad thought! condemn'd to pine 
Where female charms superior shine: _ 
For, oh! what is my brightest flush, 
Compar'd to Myr a's maiden blush, 
Which as the throbbing lover eyes, 
Does all my humbler form despise, 
Sips all the sweets her cheeks N | 


| And hails the eſsence of a e rose 
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Till anguish draws the tear, and dims the ray. 


201 JUVENILE ESSAYS. 


* 


THE FAIR PENITENT. 


WIAI humid beams dart from those met 
blue eyes, | 
Where anguish swells and sorrows overflow! 
As dewy stars when Eve o'ershades the skies, 
Speaking to heav'n the silent tale of woe. 4 
At every close the surcharg'd moisture strear 
Short as the fickle blaze of April day, 
Around a momentary lustre beams, 


How bitter is thy cup, unhappy maid! 
Alas, how large the portion of thy care! 

By treach'rous, false, perfidious man betray'd, 
Who love profest, and feign'd esteem sincere! 
To deep sequester'd solitude consign'd, 
She shuns the sneering look and prudish eye; 
Fled from the haunts, the treach'ry of mankin 


Sorrow her comfort, echo her ally. . ( 
Curse to the brutal heart that could betray, l 

Swear love, and feign a false and unfeit flame. 

Make unsuspecting innocence his prey, 

And give so delicate a form to hamee!l! 

Fair, injurd:maid! what, tho bereft of all, 

What, tho' devoted to unworthy scorn, \ 

Yet at thy fate shall ready pity fall: 

Not every heart to perfidy is born, \ 
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I spurn thee not: Tho' friends, tho? all are fled, 
U bear thee to the shelter of my cot, 
There thou, sweet Penitent! shalt eat my bread, 
zhalt taste my cup, and share my peaceful lot. 

And when officious busy memor 
Recall the false, reiterated vow, 13.2] 7 
I tune me to thy grief, raise sigh for eich. 
n ail the tender Kare of woe, Z 


To MYRA. 


88885 A SONNET. 


oO 
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How! heli 1 100 thee, hright:oerapbils Witt 
hat offering make thy envied smile to win, - 
That lovely smile that smooths the brow of care, 
Beams heav'n around and stills each storm within? 
Say, wilt thou hear the artlefs tale of love,” 
(Love now the only offering I can bring) 
Bid me each bliſs, each bloſtom'd comfort prove 
That rapture fans on gay aurelian wing? 
Thine, Myrna, is each sigh my bosom Rensen 
And thine each pang that vibrates thro” my mocks, | 
Angelic Hope her robe cerulean weaves, L 
While fell Despair presents her deadly dart. 4 
Say, wilt thou hear his sighs, his vows approve, 
b breast for thee — 6 — 


[ 12 ] JUVENILE ESSAYS. 


PI 
IN IMITATION 'OF 


HORACE. 


Or Richmond's happy plains let others boast, 

And swell the theme with fair Italia's coast, 

The fragrant eſsence of Arabian gales, 

And aromatic wealth of Indian vales; 

Sing Windsor, tow'ring in her high renown, 

With all the wonders of the busy Town: - = 

Me Barnstaple delights; thrice happy coast, 

Unrivall'd, e'er my pleasure and my boast ; 

Sweet paradise! beyond the fabled tales 

Of fam'd Hesperia and Campanian vales. | 

I'll sing of thee, to thee I'll tune my lays, * 
Oi 


Repeat thy beauties and resound thy praise: 
Full oft, when morn displays her virgin flush, 1 
Or Vesper reddens in the western blush; N 
I'll trace the beauties of each bliſsful scene, 

And court the Muses on th' enchanting green; S 
Oft will I wander oer those matchleſs meads, My 
Where sportive Taw his wanton current leads; |My 
Where first a rill it frolicks thro the wale, 

Then solemn groans beneath the num'rous sail; in 
Or on it's banks will lisp my sylvan strains, W 
Charm'd: with th? elysium of the happy plains; ' A 
The shores where Ceres and Pomona ſmile; - 

With all the treasures of -Britannia's is le: MA 
Where Nature points, when Art with haughty pride = 
Dares scorn her rudeneſs and her form deride; 


—— 
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Or, fir'd by angel beauty and by love, 

With Amaryllis fill the echoing grove: 

But should my Muse aſsume a bolder flight, 

And dare the summit of Parnaſsus' height, 

A Manch“, a gen'rous Marcn, she daring sings; 
The pleasing sound expands her feeble wings, 
Weak, yet uplifted by the mighty name, 

Ardent she soars, and seeks a poet's fame. 


— — : — 


— 


— — 


SONNET. 


WIII Sorrow's vot'ries let me join a tear; 
Once Fortune smil'd; within her fondling arms 
I joyous play'd, unknown to woe or care, 
Nurs'd at her wheel, and tutor'd to her charms; 
When, ahl sad change! inconstant and unkind, 
She launch'd my bark amid tempestuous life; 
Without a sail to catch the fav'ring wind, 
Without an anchor in the toſsing strife! 
E'er since abandon'd to this world of woe, 
In darkneſs wrapt, uncertain of my way, 

Where storms on storms seem black ning as 160 | 
A friendleſs wretch I solitary stray; 7 5 
While Fate, opprefsive; adds her i icy tenehi- 
And must I too; 80 young, have telt's 80 much W 


. _— _ þ 6-4 4 — ny 


„ Rronane Mazcu of Barnstaple, emineut for 1 his numerous 
inventions in Mechanics. Je Wage 
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A NIGHT PIECE. 


Now to the churchyard pensively I stray, 
With not a star to light my dreary way; 
To woo instruction mid the moulding tombs, 
And draw effulgence from the depth of glooms; 
Where Death insculps momento on the urn 
That Sorrow clasps, and calls for man to mourn. 
Ye awful scenes of undisturb'd repose, 
Where Nature, lull'd, at length forgets her woes; 
Where soon, perhaps, this woe-worn frame must 
The peaceful tenant of an humble cell; [dwell 
Say, is there no distinction here? no spot 
Where pride looks pity on inferior lot? | 
No, none—no show patrician here of state, 
Bespeaks the dwelling of the pompous great! 
Around I mark the undistinguish'd 80d, 
Here on a beggar tread, and here a god. 
Thou pamper'd, supercilious son of pow'r, 
For whom life rolls the silken, golden hour, 
Unsour'd by want or care, think soon or late 
The grave thy sure, inevitable fate, 
Near some poor wretch thou now disdainst, recline, 
He on his humble bed, and thou on thine, 
Here lies, perhaps of ancient time the pride, 
Some champion youth, who for his country died; 
Some beauteous Helen of unrivalled ch TT, 
Some lyrist dandled i in the Muzes' arms. 


VCC 
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Yet wasteful time has lost their splendid name, 
So false, so faithleſs is the breath of Fame! 
Now nought of all their mighty feats is known, 
And age has moulder'd down their only stone. 
Thus, great or low, 'tis mankind's certain lot 
To live in misery, and then die forgot! 

To die! —oh! ye, my friends! ye clay-cold dead, 
Among whose tombs with heedleſs step I tread, 


Who once, like me, enjoy'd the realms of day, 


Liv'd o'er these scenes, and drank the solar ray; 
Oh tell me what it is to breathe the last 
To you the dreadful bitterneſs is past; 
Say what it is to gasp to be no more 
To launch eternal on some unknown shore. 
But hark! from yonder moſs- grown grave [ hear 
A solemn. whisper stealing on the ear— 
Child of the dust, be humble, and grow wise; 
The book of knowledge now before thee lies: 
A moment since we flourish'd fair, like thee, 
In the gay garden of mortality; 
An hour-since the fatal r blew, 
We sunk—were lost!— 
Then go thy way; refle& thine is this vous; | 
The next shall rouze thee to Death's vengeful | 
power” ?- 
Now who is he, amid the sons of enk 


Who pines at wealth or weeps inferior birth ꝰ 


Here let him turn, and view Ambition's dens 
And hide the blush of folly in the dust; 

Here learn how low the hopes of mortals fall. 
How oon equality awaits us all. 0 


— — 


| TR ERE are, exulting at Ambition's call, 
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EVERY ONE HAS HIS PURSUIT. 


Trahit sua quemque voluptas. 


Who dare the rampart, and the rebel Gaul; 
Court, grimly pleas'd, the cannon's thund'ring roar, 
Where proſtrate thousands heap the crimson ſhore; | 
To whom the virgin shriek, the infant cry, 
The shatter'd limb, and gasp of misery, 
Delight afford : there are, in quest of gain, 
Who brave the rock and plough the wintry main, 
Where surge on surge in swelling horrors roll, 
Toſs the frail bark, and chill the desperate soul; 
Or, when taſsert the trident of the sea, 

And Ocean trembles to the furious fray, 

On stately ships, of unavailing might, 

Confront th'empurpled edge of naval fight: 
There are, who in the whirlpool of affairs 


Incautious seize th'alluring bait of cares, 


Frequent the spot where syren vice resorts, 
The glare of riches and the pomp of courts, 


Watch every motion of a monarch's eye, 


Smile, weep, by turns; to every look comply. 
Me, me the Nine delight; with them to tread 


The cheering paths of Heliconian mead; 


To join the chorus of poetic choir, 
And to their harmony attune my lyre. 
Celestial bliſs! on eagle wing to rise, 


And dare the — of eee el 
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Dh rapturous extacy of tuneful Nine! 

feel their glow, and to their pow'r resign: 

n Fancy's wing I'll trace the blest abodes, | 
Duaſf nect'rous draughts, and join me to the gods! 
ith you, ye Nine, I heed nor glitt'ring state, 
or all the transports that attend the great; 

My true companions ye when others * >. | 

y riches, pride, and envied luxury; - 

y shield, when Folly lifts th'envenom'd dart, 
And couches malice to the guiltleſs heart; 
ly lance, when Vice waves high her impious crest, 
And nods derision to the virtuous breast: 
Your smiles shall cheer me thro” life's toilsome 
d save me from th'oblivion of the tomb! [| gloom, 


ar, 
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10 A FLY, 


On envied fly! r blest! f 
To taste the charms of that sweet beast, . 
For which so many sigh: + 
With all my boast of form and n od 
I'd glad resign th- immortal whole. | 
To be where thou art, fly. 


of 1 3 , # : 2 — ror * : . — 
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Oh dark despatr! oh ever-mournfut sound! 


- Relentleſs Death! how partial is thy dart! 


The wish of goed to indigence and woe. 


Cs JUVENILE ESSAYS. 


LINN 
.QN THE DEATH or 
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AN ELEGY. 
———— 


AGAIN I hear the doleful knell of death, 
Once more a gaping tomb gains on the eye; 
Alas! a Tirrerrs has resign'd his breath, 
And Barum views the sad solemnity. 


In every toll what deep-ton'd horrors spread! 
Thrice fatal stroke, immeasurable wound, 
That gives a virtuous Tirrrrs to the dead! 


Vice heard grim pleas'd the gasp that toll'd his knel 
With pride unusual swell'd her demon heart, 
And Virtue trembled when her pillar fell! 
Flow, ever-weeping melancholy flow; 

Oh give one unadulterated tear 

To all these sad selemnities of woe, 

And breathe a requiem oer his sacred bier! 
Cold is that hand that wove th' unfading wreath 
Of cheering solace on the furrow'd brow; 

And cold that breast that ever wont to breathe 


Now let the rich this certain maxim learn, 
Amid their sitken luxuries of state, 8 
This truth eternal of the saint we mourn, 

o* * He must be © good who wishes to be great. 4 


r — 
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THE WIFE REVENGED. 


FROM THE FRENCH, 


wp 


YETin in the opening pride of youthful charms, - 
A lover woo'd me to his longing arms; 

With ease I listen'd to his piteous strain, 

That melancholy spoke my galling chain: 

No scrutinising search I made, to prove 

The earnest feelings of his ardent love: 
Th' appearance pleas'd; love was a sacred name, 
I own'd his sighs, and authoris'd his flame: 
My plighted faith I gave, with willing breast; 
Above each youth, each rival he was blest! _ 
But soon, alas! my happineſs was flown, © 
And Pleasure from her summit rustled down: 
Now treach'rous love the horrid difference shows, 
A busband's coolness, and a lover's throes. ' 
Vain at Love's shrine we swore eternal 3 | 
Men cannot ever blest and constant prove: 
| The wanton youth now loath'd my yeilding arms, 
ati And Hymen to his view had nought of charms, 
And ah! sad tale! some beauty won his heart, 
the He fickle prov'd, and play'd a faithieſs part.— 

| In vain I pour'd the lJamentable moan; - 
In vain the echoes answer'd to my groan; 
A blooming shepherd heard the sighing vale, - 
And . — told his amorous tale: 
View'd with anxiety my case forlom, 
And sigh'd ing at — hasband's scorn. 
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Revenge was due—a pregnant dame I prov'd; 


Eu * 2 
— 


Which to allay the sultry beam, 
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His courteous tale stole on my list'ning ear; 
His syren strain complacently I hear: 

The lad was young, was gay, of easy grace, 
And beauty frolick'd on his roseate face; 


Judge then, ye wives, with what succels I lov'd. 


THE WISHES. 


FROM THE FRENCH, 
Cn | 


OH heavnt were I the flow'r new born 
Which Fanvwy gathers in the morn, 
That on her bosom, smiling gay, 
Wastes in delight it's only day: 

Oh heav'n! were I the zephyr meek, 
Flushing new graces on her cheek, 

That for her charms, in whispers sighs, 
Before the envious Flora's eyes: 

Oh heav'n! were I the songster blight, 
Whose voice gives Fanyy such delight, 
That in the wood to her it's lay, 

Forgets all danger in delay: 

Oh heav'n! were I the chrystal stream, 


To it's cool wave my fair receives, 
And lovely Venus” self believes. 
Ye gods! were I that happy flood, 5 
Oh then, how soon my hot waves would 
Forgive me Fanny—l would be | 
All, all that mostly pleases thee. 


| 
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ADDRESS TO THE FRENCH, 


— 


WRITTEN IN MAY, 1795. 


Quo quo scelisti ruitis? Aut cur dextris 
Aptantur enses conditi. H OR. Ode vii. 


X E Gallic fiends! what madd'ning rage 

Now 8purs ye on, with fury dire, 

To prompt to deeds of blood the age, 

nd rouze Britannia's vengeful ire? 

That ire, which vain, insulting Gaul, 

as oft beheld with dread alarms; 

Vhen at her frown the nations fell, 

And empires trembled at her arms. 

Have ye forgot, on Calpe” s* shore, 

When flam'd her tow'ring spirit high, 

ow foam'd the sea with copious gore, 

And Gallia fetch'd a-lengthen'd sigh ? 

When in the terrors of the fight, 

Pregnant with fate her arm arose; 

hirl'd far the vengeance of her might, 

And grinn'd destruction on her foes. = 

And ſuch the shock, that frighten'd Spain 

eard in dismay th' unusual sound; 

Aghast survey'd her numerous lain, | 

And trembled thro” her farthest bound. | 

Think well on Blenheim's fatal woe, 

ow Freedom fought: her noble cause; 
hen Marlbro' dealt the mighty blow, 

hat still her 2 genius awes. 
Gibraltar. 


To whom the trident of the flood, 


And god-like Howe triumphant rode. 


Or else let June immortal tell | n 4. \ 
When all your naval laurels fell, 


What tho' with proud succels elate, 
Drunk with the draught of victory, 
Ye scorn the frown of adverse fate, 
Spurn heav'n's decrees, and earth defy— 
Soon shall your Tebel proweſs fail, 
With those false wreaths unjustly won, 
True liberty shall draw the veil, 
And all her bastard sons disown. | 

For ten long years had 'Troy's proud walls 
Brav'd Grecia's all united train; 

But Troy at length to Græcia falls, 
And mighty Hector heaps the slain. 

Then cease, your threat'ning arms forbear, 
For York once more from Albion's Shore, 
Pavillion'd high in lightning's glare, 

Shall strike; and Gallia be no more. 


a * 
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EPIGRA M. 


I WON my fair Piryi.us, tho” after much Sighing 
But since that blest moment I find my flame dying 
Alas, fickle love! if thus short thy duration, 

Why cause mesuch heart pangs, such agonization 


\ 
* 
| 
Ni 
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THE. DISCONSOLATE FEMALE. 


As late, t'avoid the sun's meridian heat, 
sought the coolneſs of a deep retreat, 

Vithin a thick'ning shady bower conceal'd, 

here a fair garden all it's pride reveal'd, 

n virgin innocence and aspect meek, 

All beauty's treasure flushing on her cheek, 

\ lovely nymph, by restleſs paſsions tost, 
rod the green, paths in mazy wand'ring lost, 
areleſs survey d each flow'r of choicest dies 
hat proudly bloom'd, ambitious of her eyes; 
hese as she culls, and those bedews with tears, 
hese doleful accents quiver. on my ears— 
Gods, can it bel and is a guiltleſs maid 

o woe abandonꝰd, and by man betray d! 2 
Ah! fickle youth! is this thy love sincere. 
So often sanction'd by the heart-fetch'd tear? 
Where now those pleasing smiles, that ardent look, 
hich once the fondneſs of the soul bespoke ?- 
hose frequent vows repeated at Love's shrine, 
hen all th' affections of my soul were thine ?- 
Oh cruel youth! what then could bid thee part, 
ind give to agony a bleeding heart; 

And must I then, disconsolate, forlorn, 

hy fickle vows in endleſs sorrow mourn ?_ 

She spoke to heav'n then roll'd her atreaming 
eyes— _ 

Alas! in loving breasts what anxious cares arise! 


— 


, 
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With bristling mane ere, and rending chest, 


Or what the huntsman hears in pale affright, 


Th' infuriate tygreſs in her horrid might, 


'Expecting chiefs, and grim Bellona sounds 


Her batt'ring engines play, and earth rebounds; 


What most tumultous in the heav'ns roll, 
On earth, in sea my dear, my loving wife, 


PE PPP IRR 


THE SCOLDING WIFE... 


Tartaream intendit vocem qua protinus omne, 
Contremuit nemus et sylvæ intonuere profunde. 


— 


Et denn domum monstro permisceat omnem. 
VIRGIL, lib. vii. 


He who ks ne' er beheld th' Egean dash 
In foaming fury on it's thund'ring shore; 
How clouds contending with exploding clash, 
Burst horror wide, and fell some pond'rous tow; 
He who the lioneſs has ne'er survey d. 


Her awful terrors thro? the woodlands spread, 
Queen of the forest in each roar confest; 


When on the other bank he leaves, aghast, 


Rebellowing fury in each threat'ning blast; 
Or when the clash of arms to fury calls 


The breath of strife; when from an hundred wal, 


Quick let him to my happy roof repair, 

Oft will he hear the low of kine, the dash 

Of angry billows, wind, drums, cannon, war, 
With thunder, tempest, in one blended clash 
Hell will he hear; and what in noisy strife, 


In her blest pate retains the dreadful whole. 


— — 


— 
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T HE DESPONDENT LOVER. 
4 H must it be? and must this wretched * 
For ever feel the agonizing smart 
Of love unanswer'd? must no distant ray 
ight the drear horrors of my future way? 
Must every hour add to my deep'ning care, 
And every step grow deeper with despair? 
hen hail, congenial glooms! dark horrors hail! 
e tempests blow, and rend each hopeful sail: 
ail, social throbs, and tears, and kindred woes! 
Perfidious hope adieul adieu repose! 
Rain eyes, eternal fountains rain; 
nsluice my heart, and every torrent drain. 
Here haste, kind Death, (oh falsely deem'd severe! ) 
My heart it woos thy shaft, ah point it here! 
All thou canst do, dear friend, is mercy now; 
hy stab were lenient to those pangs of woe. 
or ever drown'd ben eath the torrent flood, 
hese eyes drop anguish,and this heart reeks blood. 
Oh, if I augur right, I hear my doom, 
\nd love prepares me an untimely tomb. 
Propitious call! not long have I to grieve, 
his heart to languish, and this breast to heave. — 
Oh cruel nymph! I hear my boding knell | 
Receive a last adieu, a fond farewell! , 


XR 


| 
| | 
| 


To every gale I give the moan of care, 


And sighs, spontaneous, heave the loaded breaf 
Still weeps the soul, to genial sorrow strung, 
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PPE ITE 
ABSENCE. 
22 
As some lone nightingale, on mournful spray] 
In widow'd measure winds the luring lay, 
Sad, and more sad, the solemn luxury flows, 
In plaintive notes that tremulantly close. 
Such, such the pangs that absence bids me pron 
The thrill of anguish, and the wall of love; 
Contending paſsions all my bosom tear, 
Here Hope beams transport, and here from 
| Despair. | 
Yes, Myxa, still to Fancy s bright ning view 
Endearment paints thee in a fairer hue; 
Still o'er thy angel form remembrance hangs, 
Dwells on thy charms, and drinks serener pany 


To every stream the tribute of a tear: 

Tho” lull'd in poppied lap of kind repose, . 
Vet een forgetfulneſs has learnt it's woes; 
The sorrowing heart still palpitates in rest, 


And Myxa, Myxa faulters on the tongue: 
Such pangs has absence to a wormded soul, 
And such for me the ling ring moments roll. 
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THE DISCOVERY. 


ADDRESSED TO THE LOVERS or NATURE, 


ray. 


E who admire the beauteous form of things, 

ow Nature moves thro” all her tuneful springs; 

he various prodigies creation shews, 

t's charms harmonious and it's musky hues; 

Who ken the myriad glories of the pole, [whole; 

hence judge of Him who form'd the beauteous 

Here look—and still a greater wonder own, 

All beauty center'd in one form alone: 

hat nature boagts miraculous and fair, 

n Myra shines confest, and mingles there. 
The blush of op'ning rose, the lily white, 

[he blaze of day and glories of the night ; 

olconda's gems, and Tempe's matchleſs vale, 

he spiey odour of Arabian gale; 

he lapse of stream, the concert of the grove, - 

d soft, meek cooing of the harmleſs dove; 

Here all united, in one spot combine, | 

\nd beauty's rays, as in a focus, Join; 

Swell'd is each limb to full luxuriant grace, 

And love smiles beaming on her angel face. 

Not heaven itself, tho' heav'n should wide display 
* unsullied glorics of eternal day, 

uld show a fairer form—a purer soul 

id the seraph wonders of the pole. 


row 


8, 
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E'en God complacent eyes her matchleſs form, 
His own bright stamp, and glories in his arm; 
The loveliest- offspring of his vital smile; 
The fairest beauty of Britannia's isle, 


— — — 
— — — 


— 


— 
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| 


ON THE 


DEATH OF CHARETTE, 


Commander of the Royalists at Vandee. 


ww REF INI Ls 


H ERE haste, immortal, immemorial fame, 
Entwine the laurel, and resound the name! 
CHARETTE from Mars' imperial, lofty car, 
That long had swept th' embattled plains of war 
With madding wheel, down ruſhing yields his breath 
A dauntleſs patriot soul that smil'd at death. 
Fierce son of royalty, thou art no more! 
Sunk is that arm that welter'd in the gore 
Of stabb'd rebellion; and thy waving crest 
No more flames panic to the rebel breast; 
At thy grim falchion, and infuriate frown, 
Revolt long totter d on her doubtful throne. 
| Long hadst thou sought to prop a rotten state, 
And long restrain'd her rapid, rushing fate; 
With art and valour wav'd the royal spear, 
Bellona's darling, and the plume of war: 
Dire was the fall, and dire the vengeful bolt, 
With it reviv'd the monsters of revolt: 
While reeking royalty bemoans thy doom, 
And gasping monarchy sinks on thy tomb. 
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. oN THE 


DEPARTURE OF A FRIEND. 


| AND : art thou gone, my friend, my vethes arte 
Ah! hast thou torn thee from my bleeding heart? 
Henceforth forlorn, must I behold no more 
Thy much-lov'd presence on this lonely shore? 
Oh happy Collumpton! for ever blest, | 
Thrice bliſsful realms, by bounteous heav'n carest, 
Ye now $hall see my unaffected friend, 
With all the virtues that his paths attend, : 
My PANNELL ye shall see, of soul sincere; 
With me he smiled, with me he shed the tear; 
The tear which pity draws for others woes, 
That sympathetic friendship only knows. 
Torn from her mate, dear friend, as droops the dove, 
And coos her sorrows thro' the list'ning grove, 
So I for thee; no more these plains delight, 
No more they glisten on the ravish'd sight, 
Alas! in vain the meadows smile relief, 
Each gale wafts sorrow, and each tree nods grief, 
In vain to Rompsom's airy brow I stalk, 
Or seek the winding of the northern walk; 
They but recall, with sad remembrance fraught, 
The social PANNELL to my wand'ring thought. 
4 Oh were J made, by some miraculous power, 
The blest attendant of thy every hour! | 
Oh couid I paſs with thee my happy days, 
Partake thy converse, and resound thy praise! 


| 


te, 


But as the seasons roll the more belov'd, 


Guide his pursuits, and all his paths defend! 
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With thee een Lybia's desart land would smile, 
Thy presence cheer th' inhospitable soil. 


Without the bleſsing of thy friendly sight, 


Nor Barnstaple itself can give delight. 
Oh thou! from my affections ne er remav'd, 


Still let me love and wear thee to my heart, 
And in thy joys, thy sorrows bear a part. 
And oh! if aught avail thy poet's lay, 

Thy worth shall flourish in a future day; 
Tho! yet the lowest in the Muses' train. 
With infant voice 1 lisp my feeble strain. 
Oh heav'n! if e'er thy bounty I implor'd, 

If eer submiſsive thy resolves ador'd, 
Grant this my prayer: prote& my worthy friend 


And when this paſsing scene of life is o'er, 
Give me, ah then to loge my friend no more! 


— 


— 
=_ * = ＋ — * 


TO 4 BACKBITER. 


* y HY raise the black envenom'd tooth to bite 


The youth whose numbers never flow'd with spite 


D. es that offend thee that to vice a foe, 
I brand her votaries, and her lurkholes show? 7 
If so, bark on; I heed nor thee por thine, 


12 Ire thy growls the candid Muse is mine. 4 


— — 


11 — 
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THE HORRORS OF WAR. 


- * "== ” — 


Lo! where yon orphan, piteous and forlorn, 


in melting strain demands a parent's care. 

Alas! what bids the cheerleſs infant mourn? 

Tis war, the fury, and the guilt of war, 
Ah! mark yon matron's heaving breast, 

Her lengthen'd sigh, her melancholy moan; 

Why palpitates her heart, unknown to rest 

Grim war has robb'd her of her only son. | 
See where the plaintive widow weeps her care, 

A murder'd husband calls her ceaseleſs woes; 

Her infant train participate the tear. dQ 

Watch every sigh, wntutor'd to 34 
Behold that pensive look, that — bead, 

Mark grief and manly fortitude contend; 

Alas! at honour's ardent call he fled, 

And war has torn him from a social friend. © 
View where the sinking maid, too sad for tears, 
To death's dark shades her fainting spirit yields; 
Alas! the fatal news had reach'd her ears, 
_ lover ere on the embattled fields. 
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WPI. 


LINES 


OCCASIONED BY HEARING OF 


HIS MAFESTY's LATE ESCAPE, 


| WRITTEN IN DECEMBER 1795, 


GREAT GEORGE! unenvied be thy state, 


Be thine the sceptre and the crown; 
Be mine a happier subject's fate, 
Beyond a nation's smile or frown. 


What tremors seize thy throbbing breast! 


Sleep frighted from thy pillow flies; 
Kind courts me on the bed of rest, 
But shuns the couch of sceptred eyes. 


No daring wretch, with murd'rous hand, 


Attempts to rob me of my life; 

No boist'rous croud, with loud demand, 

Aſsault my ears in madd'ning strife. 
No martial, fierce, terrific guard, 

My wand'ring easy paths attend; 

My humbler state will danger ward, 

And poverty my breast defend. 
Beneath grim Tumult's airy blast, 

Secure I mark my happier lot; 

Revenge stalks on in eager haste, 

Nor eyes my shelter'd mud-built cot. 
In lowly vale thus blooms the flow'r, 

Nor dreads the elemental stroke; 


When Boreas puffs his mightiest roar, 


That threats the sturdier lofty oak. 


— 
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THE FIELD OF BATTLE. 


(GRIM Fury now has hush'd the thund'ring roar, 
And o'er the plains the Gallic squadrons fly; 
Bellona pauses; save from distant shore 
The dying yell of shouting victor //. 
Now o'er the plain that carnage has embrued, 
hile gasping misery languishes around— 
While yet the crimson meadows fume with blood, 
\nd shatter'd limbs reverberate on the ground, 
Unheeding GEORGE! and thou, ambitious PiTT, 
From Paphian down of ease luxuriant turn, 
For martial scenes the peaceful palace quit, 
And o'er your own horrific slaughter mourn: + 
\round, what mangled. heaps the field o'erspread, 
hat hollow moans: gain on th' affrighted ear, 
here the eye roves from dying and from dead, 
ind flies in vain the baneful curse of war! 
hese num'rous victims your's, your's this wild 
waste, 
\nd your's each horrar that o'erhangs the scene: 
Twas your ambition blew the fatal blast, 
And heap'd these scenes with pyramids of Slain; 
Ah think, if pity in thy breaſt can dwell, 


Great Geokce! what tortures rend the alfa 
hearts — 


0f widow'd spouses think wad curses fall, 
o execrate the fray, each friend imparts, . 


e, 


Have cast an agonizing look to thee, 


Oh by the tears of "a 3 friends, 

By every tie that links connubial life— 

By every charm that social comfort blends, 
Forbear—and cease this ever-hated strife. 

Soon fades the wreath that bloody Mars entwines 
And poor the triumph o'er the human groan; 
*Tis Peace alone the lasting laurel binds; - 

"Tis Peace alone consolidates a throne. 
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SONNET 
ro THE * 


S AY, diver Cynthia, if beneath thy reign 

There wakes a wretch, whose tortur'd bosom heaye 

A deeper sigh, or owns a keener pain? 

Say, if Ike the a fellow mortal grieves? 
Witneſs how oft, retir'd from worldly glee, 

I've sought the sympathy of thy mild shine, 


That seem'd to ask, if there were grief like mine. 
5 Punctual as lovers to the moment sworn,“ 
Again I haste my tale of woes to pour; 
Those endleſs woes that cloud my earliest morn 
And een deny the sunshine of an hour. 
Say, goddeſs, whither shall that mortal speed, 
That finds not Where to rest an aching head? | 
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SES 2 


To SLEEP. 


ines 


F 
9 


KIND Sleept the soul's repose, the oil of care, 
With all thy sweet forgetfulneſs appear. | 
Whether reclining with the wearied swain, 

Or cull'st the poppy on th' enamell'd plain, 
Here haste with hov'ring wing around my head, 
And o'er-my limbs thy balmy vapors. spread: 
Repos'd on tedious couch full many an hour, 
Awake and restleſs I invoke thy power: 

Quick haste!—why, why this dilatory stay, 
How have I frighten'd thee to this delay? 

No howling tempest thunders o'er my head. 

No harpy cares beset my little ed 
High in her noiseleſs zenith reigns the Night, 
Surrounding scenes thy influence invite. 
Join'd to the warblings of the wanton breeze, 

In sportive dalliance whisp'ring thro” the trees; 
The murmuring prattle of the truant rill, 

And distant tinklings of the vocal hill. 

Oh haste! each bird nocturnal at thy shrine 
Shall bleed; for thee the poppy wreath I'll twine; 
For thee F'll meditate the future lay, 

And bid thy night outshine the wakeful day. 
Thou stringst to vigour new the wearied arm, 
Driest the wet lid, to every pang a charm : 

Yes, thou canst give that cordial luxury 

Which nor vain titles nor ey gold can buy. 


aye 
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Thou in the ruffian hour, when tempests rise, 

On giddy hammock sealst the ship-boy's eyes; 

Thou in the feeble canvas of alarms 

Canst close the lid, and drown the din of arms; 
Yes, thou canst give to taste the seraph grace 

Of yielding Pn1LLis in a sweet embrace, 


For whom the hopeleſs lover pin'd away, 


And impotently sigh'd the livelong day. . 
Now whilst ten thouſands blest thy kindneſs own, 
Why am I not among the thousands one? 

Or, -lulV'd beneath the canopy of state, 
Beneath the scented chambers of the great; Wy 
Dost thou, proud Sleep, disdain my lowly cot, 
My harder pallet, and precarious lot ? 

But why entreat ? the lark's shrill mattin lay 
Already hails the rosy-finger'd day! 

Image of death avaunt! nor touch these eyes, 


pat _ salute the — skies! 
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CONTINUATION 
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e RAINY VEATHER. 
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| AGAIN in dark'ning cloom 3 low'rs, 
Wn, And humid Jove descends in copious show'rs; 
2 ON pregnant clouds on clouds surcharg'd withrain, 
© * 9a exhaustleſs stores, and float the plain; 
eſs the moist malignity descends, 
TH For heav'n and earth in frightful horror blends; 
O'er head the cataracts of heaven burst, 
Pour the wide flood with endleſs woe accurst; 
Incumbent still the lab'ring moistures roll, 
> [And pond'rous heav'n o'erwhelms the sinking soul; 
Horrid and black as Stygian shades to sight, 
Loos'd from the dungeon of eternal night; 
As when of late, by heav'n's supreme command, 
The drowning deluge purg'd the guilty land. 
But oh!” for what unexpiated crime 
These brooding elements that melt our 1 
Oh! for the summer breeze, the bright'ning sky, 
And blue celestial to the cherish'd eye! | 
Oh grant, kind heav'n, once more the radiant ray, 
Eber the wight, & and give the-beam of a. 4 


— 


| 
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And every pulse beats high. Prepare, ye Nine, 


In vain!—What has escap'd'the poet's sure, 


Descend, already has the glow of fires, 
The hollow moan, and shriek of tortur'd ghost, 
ö Aſsail'd the ear; or would I climb the height 


But on it's banks the playful Muse has stray d. 
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ON CHOOSING A SUBJECT. 


WI TH youthful hope, with youthful frenzy fir' 
Fir'd with the water of Castalian fount, 

I glow with mightiest purpose lab'ring forth; 
Fame sounds her trump aloud, and Fancy points 
To Immortality's perennial mount: 
Already 1 anticipate renown, 


The laurelVd wreath, and thro' your orchestra 
Proclaim my name. I start but whither turn; 
Around I pant for some unbeaten track, 

Some secret-winding path, yet anexplor'd, 

To meads Parnaſsian; but, alas, in vain!— 
The common track I hate, where thousands ere 
Have trod, and every beauty cull'd, that not 

A flow'r remains to deck the barren song. 
Some road be mine I now may call my own, 
Each fragrant charm and every wonder mine: 


All-penetratin g eye? To hell would 1 


Of airy summit, draw the prospect wide, 
Yet not a flow'r bepaints th*enamell'd lawn, 
But boasts poetic page, and not a stream 
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and trac'd it's every maze thro every vale: 

Dr should I bolder wing my tow'ring flight 

To starry regions of etherial depth, 

et not an orb amid the myriad worlds, 

rom smiling Venus to the frigid George, 

ut oft has heard the song of former bard. 
here have they not with impious pinion dard? 
'en heav'n's unspotted fane, and God himself. 
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SONNET 
TO MV SOUL. 


VV HY art thou sad, my soul? why widow'd seek 

\ solitude by sorrow only trod? | 

by sluice grief's fountain on my sallow cheek? 

hy feebly shrink beneath affliction's rod? 

Think there's a time, nor is that time remote, 

hen all anxiety. and toil shall cease; 

Slander forbear her heart-corroding note, 

d want's keen chilling blast be hush'd to peace: 

£ Yes there's a time, when, 0 from sorrow 3 
chain, 

0 happier regions thou shalt; joyous rise, 

here join eternal in a festal strain, . 

And riot on the luxury of the skies. 

Peace then, my troubled soulz dvell, dwell chew 
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TO MAN. 


IN IMITAT1ON- OF. GOLDSMITH. 

WIEN loving man to woman sighs, 
With pleading look and wishful heart, 
When she with haughty frown denies, 

Oh what can future ease impart ? 

The only means to soothe his love, 
Io stem the ever-weeping eye, 

His paſsion and it's truth to prove, 

And draw compaſsion—is to die 
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1 

On: ask me ci0t why pensively I fly . 0 
A smiling world, to woo corrosive care. 
In deep retreats to roll a streaming eye, 
And blend with solitude the dearer tea: - 
Or why beside the undulating stream . 

I bid the languid luxury to flow; i 
Why on the green prolong the plaintive theme, U 
Thro' all the sad meander of my woe: \! 
Why now no more the arduous path invites, IN 
Where bold aerial Fancy lov'd to tread; MM 


When proudly panting for Ambition's heights, I. 
1 dauntleſs climb'd, arid every terror fled— - f 


-?Tis Myra, Echo cries—for her I stray 
From tasteleſs 8 mirth, to si igh my Soul away! | 


— 
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THE WISH. 


OC erat in votis, a nymph to my mind, 
\nd thus would I have the bright model —_—_—— 
simpler munditiis, aspiringly fine, 

d yet not ambitious her sex to outshine; 
er skin as the lily as white and as fair, 
er cheeks as carnation, and jetty her hair; 
er lips should be soft, with vermillion o'erspread, 
nd youth should bes prinkle with moisture the red; 
er blue-colour'd eyes should be vividly bright, 
et a languishing mildneſs should temper the light; 
ach feminine sweet and ineffable grace 
F0uld dally luxuriantly over her face; 

ot coquetish nor proud, yet skill'd in each art 
What allures the wild eye and imprisons the heart; 
Well vers'd in the science and lab'rinths of love, 
o preſs the soft hand, or the glances to move; 
Jo drop a free sigh, or to lengthen the kiſs, 

\dd enchantment to love, and still novelize bliſs: 

V1! I'd have the lov'd model all perfect, de. 
Wl all that is beautiful—all that is sweet. 

quick give me the nymph, all ye pow'rs, ye gods! 
earth has none such, let her quit your abodes. 
ts, Wis done —see she comes lovely Mrxa divine! 

ul 155 heart could aer or ee N _ 
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“ Z— . 


TO THE 
' ELEGANT. AND. ACCOMPLISHED 


M. ss MARIA J***s, of Barnstaple, 
ON HER BIRTH DAY, 
— LLCLRH 


To thee, whose worth might breasts mo: 
| favour'd fire, l 
I tune the shell and strike an humble lyre; 
For thee, tho' now my unexcelling strain 
May twine the wreath of wishful praise in vain 
I lisp a tuneleſs, yet a willing lay, 
To hail the dawning of thy natal day; 
That brilliant day which gave Maria birth, 
And blest with every female charm the earth; 
That gave, as seasons wheel'd at time's contro 
A frame the loveliest, with the brightest soul; 
That arch-angelic form in which we trace 
Th' embody id pattern of celestial grace. 
Resplendent day! when first to view display'd, 
All heaven wonder'd at the gift it made; 
When angels dropt their symphony awhile, 
And hung enraptur d on a sister's smile; 
A smile, which promis d not in vain the ray 
That now, matur'd, outshines meridian day. 
Made to attract each eye, engage each heart, 6 
With ease of nature, elegance of art: A 
Pure as the silver rivulet's chrystal flow, 1 
e 


: 
W 
( 
h 
h 
l 


r 


— 


I The dewy rose-bud, or December snow; 
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\ccept the incense of a wish sincere, _ 
ind hear, if not a poet's song—a prayer; 
nd still to thee may all the pow'rs divine 
he sweet return of many a year aſsign, 7 
Wer thee may heav'n it's guardian wing extend, 
or thee it's scatter'd bleſsings in a focus blend; 
ay each increasing year waft new delight, 
ill envious death remove, and heav'n assume it's 

fight! 


Vain, 
SONNET 
„ 70 SOLITUDE. 


cap'd the tumultuous ocean of alarmis, 

here contemplation holds a safe retreat; 
woo, sweet Solitude! thy modest charms. 
Conduct thy votary to thy deepest bowers, 


hile nature, sole, her peaceful warblings pours, 
1 heart- felt sympathry of joy or woe. 
1 Far from the cooings of a gufleful world, 
„Ir from the ray of grandeur's gilded car, 
here ne'er Cæsarean pride the flag unfurl'd, 
or loos'd the dogs of execrated war, 
Let me recline with thee, meek Solitude, 
e madd'ning world, and all it's strife seclude. 


———— — 
— — — 
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| 0 wastes, unknown to Pleadute's fippant feet, 


hy favourite glooms, and teach his breast to glow, 


—_— —— 
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AN INVOCATION TO HEALTH. 


ADDRESSED TO 


by YOUNG gona nd ON HER ILLNESS. 


* 
* 
\ - 


HvGEILA here with all thy treasures haste, 


And bid a drooping nymph thy bleſsings taste; 


Whether gay skipping o'er the dewy vale, 
Or on the mount exhalst the morning gale, 
Auspicious haste! let Pæon too attend, 

And all his eſsences salubrious lend: 

At thy approach be every pang appeas'd, 
Quell'd every strife, and all her anguish eas'd; 
Let fell disease unloose her languid prey, 
Oh! bid her smile'and-let the world be gay : 
Again a-suppliant pours' the wishful pray'r, 
Again he begs, restore the drooping fair; 
To every vein thy healing balsam give, 
With her let all the female graces live 
Then will I sound with gratitude thy praise, 
And love and virtue + Join om e 285 
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SONNET. 


SMOOTH 1 is th' expanse of . stream, "KJ 


When not a sportive zephyr plays; 

Trees, banks, and shrubs reflected ane 

And Phebus owns a rival blaze: * 
But if a stone disturb it's rest, 


Around the circling eddies roll; | 220 


Trees, banks, commix'd, toſs on it's breast, | 
With all the ruin of a pole. | 
Such was my soul, calm and serene, 
Unruffled by the storm of care 1. 
peace held her sedentary reign, 1 
Nor knew a pang to raise a ter 
Till love plung'd in, with boist'rous woes, 
And swell'd tempestuous billows there; 
Fer since a torrent stream it flows, 


And toſses with the blast des pal! 


' 
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VIRTUE, 


How steep th' ascent to Virtue's lofty fane, 
O'er many a devious track and rugged path 
Of thorny bitterneſs and woe to tread! _ 
Oh shall I dare the mount? I trembling stand, 
As if unequal to the task; on either side 
The sneer contemptuous, or the frequent hiſs 
Of libertines, at Piety's sweet mien, 

The madest carriage, or the pensive step. 
Again, how tempting to the wishful heart 


Von beauteous valel where Pleasure holds her court, 


And all her torpid sons, in beauty's arms 
Supinely lock ' d, quaff full satiety, with 1 
Her train of little delicacies round} - :e 
How syren- like, how luring to the eye. 
These joys exubriant of replenish'd wish! 
While endleſs toil awaits on Virtue's call, 


The brow of patience; bath'd beneath the drop 


Of toilful industry, the tear, the groan, 

With all the various ills mortality 

Bestows. But hark! I hear her heav'nly voice! 
I mark her mien celestial, beckoning to 


Her high reward—!I feel her pow -I start! 


Yes, Virtue, I am thine—lead me thro' toils, 
Thro' perils, and thro” pain; let wisdom prop 
My fault'ring step, to where thy doom rewards 
The daring soul, and joins it to the gods. 
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THE ADIE L. 


A SONNET. 


MYRA adieu! receive the last sad stran 
That hopeleſs love ins pires I hear my doom _ 
Drain'd is life's stream, and sunk the vital vein, 
And sorrow hews mean untimely tomb, 
Now when low laid beneath the friendly grave, 
This lacerated form in rest shall ie; 
When gnawing care has drank oblivion's wave, 
And fate for ever clos d my humid eye; ” 
T hen think _ . L lovd—how frum _ 
brgast 
T ' paſsion throb'd i in ravishment sincere; 
Think how each blast of life afsaiłd my rest, 


And:then, if pity move thee, drop a tears 
A tear? perhaps: too much for me, 
For one who- more FO —_ who died GY thee. 
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Ino source of: all my pain, perfidious lyre! 


; Fickling my vein, say what Infernal dire, 


All nature, charm'd; would croud: around anc 
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.Curst be the fatal hour I knew thee first, 
Of all Pandora's unloos'd ills the worſt! 
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Th envenom'd cause of every pang so keen! 


Gave thee a present for a load of sin ? 
Fool that I was! with maniac ardour fir'd, 

L dared imagine, in the syren trance, 
That like an 'Amphion's, at thy sound inspir'd, 


dance. 
Buoy'd with the hope, the visionary glare, 
Fo rich and great I strung audacious lays; 
Tov many a prude, and many a dulcet fair, 
Lavish'd the frankincense of amorous praise. 
But ah! what recompense for all my care, 
Days without joy, and nights without repose; 
The rich, the great, unheeding close the ear, 
And belles, insulting, triumph in my woes, 


Now take thy fate, in fragments die, expire 
Adieu, poetic pain! SE delusive lyre! 


